84:                     To Sir Horace Mann                [1774

town till after Christmas, My elbow makes me bless
myself that I am not at Paris. Old age is no such uncom-
fortable thing, if one gives oneself up to it with a good
grace, and don't drag it about

To midnight dances and the public show.

If one stays quietly in one's own house in the country,
and cares for nothing but oneself, scolds one's servants,
condemns everything that is new, and recollects how
charming a thousand things were formerly that were very
disagreeable, one gets over the winters very well, and the
Bummers get over themselves.

1574.   To SIR HOEACB MANN.

Strawberry Hill, Nov. 11, 1774.

I EKTIEELY approve all you say about your nephew; and
yet my affection for you and Gal's memory is so great, and
I was so pleased with the young man last year, that I don't
know how to help wishing that he had gone to you, as
I think you would have liked him, unless he is like my
nephew, engaging when with one, provoking when absent.
I really thought him on his road to Florence ; but as I see
by the newspapers that he is chosen into Parliament,
I suppose he was not set out, or turned back on the disso-
lution. I cannot inquire without making a visit in my
neighbourhood, which I never do make, but when abso-
lutely necessary, for I know our agreement is less risked
by absence than by meeting. I will say no more on the
subject. I can trust to your good sense and good temper
for always doing precisely what is right.

I have so very little to tell you, that I almost think
I shall detain this letter till another post. Every day may
bring us critical news from America, which will give the(1787-1816), Marquis,
